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The Tragedie of Othello 


Oth* Aracn,with all my heart. 

Def If you fay, I hope you will not kill nie. 

Oth Humhc 

Def And yet I feare you : for you're fatall then 
When your eyes ro wle fit* 
Why I fhould fcare, I know noc f 
Sbce guiltineflc I know not : But yet I fecle I fcare. 

Oth Thinkc on ihy finnes. 

Def They are Loue* I beare to you . 

Oth t I,and for that thou rfy*ft, 

Def That death's vnnatarall^ that kih for louing- 
Ala^why gnaw you foyotir ncthcr^lip? 
Some Woody paffion (hakes your very Frame ; 
Thefe are portent* : butyeclhopej hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Oth* Peace>andbe ftill. 

Dcf I will fo : What** the matter ? 

Oth. That Handkerchiefs 
1 Which IfoloiTd.and gauethee, thou gau ft to C*$a. 

<Def No by my Life , and Soule : fend for the man, 
Andaskehim, 

Oth Sweet Soule, take heed .take heed of Pcriury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def I, but not yet to dye, 

Oth. Prefently. 
Thcrefot e confeflc thee freely of thy finne ; 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot retnoue,nor choake the ftrerrg Conception 
That 1 do grone withalU Thou art to dye, % 

Def O Heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth I fay, Amen, 

Dtf And haue you merey too. I neuer did 
Offend you in my life: neuer lou'd C*jp* $ 
But with fuch gcncrall warranticof Heauen, 
A* I might louc> I neuer gaue him Token. 

Oth By Heauen I faw my Handkerchicfein's hand, 

0 periur*d woman, thou do'ft ftone my heart. 
And makes me call, what I inrend to do, 
AMucther^which I thought a Sacrifice. 

1 faw the Handkerchiefs 

t)ef He found it then : 
I neuer gaue it him : Scnd/orhun hither: 
Let him confeffe a truth, 

Oth, Hchathconfcft. 

Def Whar,tny Lord ? 

Oth That he hath vsM thee* 

Def How?vnUwfullyf 

oth. r, 

Def He will not fay fo, 
Oth. No : his mouth is ftopp'd : 
Hon eft Ug* hath 'tane order for't. 

q)ef Oh,ray feare interprets. Whatis he dead ? 
Oth Had all hishaires bin Iiucs,my great Rcucnge 
Had ftomacke for them all. 

Def Alas, he is bctray'd, and I vndone* 
Oife.Out Strumpet ; wcep'ft thoti for him to my face? 
Def O banifli mCjiuj Lord^but kill me not, 
Oth. Downe Strumpet. 
Def Kill me to morrow 3 let me Uue tonight 
Oth* Nay/ifyou ftriuc. 
Def Buthalfeanhourc. 
Oth. Being done, there is no pawfe. 
*Tef Btf c while I fay one prayer* 
Oth let* too late Smmhmhen 

tv&m/iatt thtdwrc. 
*s£mih My Lord, my Lord? What boa h 


My Lord, my Lord. 

Oth .What noife is this ? Not dead?not yet ciu' 
I that am cruelly am yet merciful!, 1 lu dead 

1 would net haue thee linger in thypaine? 
So,fo. 

ts£miLwithin* What hoa? niy Lord.ttiv T ™s \ 

Oth. Who'* there? * y " ta? 

v£mL Oh good my Lord, I would fceaU 
with you, * KC| awotd 

Oth Yes s Tis v£milia ; by and by, Shce's d 
'Tis like flie comes to fpeake offojpa* death : 
The nojfe was high* Hah, no more moouino"? 
Still as the Graue. Shall Che come in? Wcr'reo j ^ 
Ithinke /he ftirres againc. NojWhat's bcfttod©> 
If flic come in, (heel fure fpeake to my wife: 
My wife, my wife : what wife ? I haue no wife, 
Oh infupportable ! Oh heauy houre ! 
Mcthinkes, it fhould be now a hugcEclipfe^ 
Of Sunne, and Moonc ; and that ch^fFrighted Glob 
Did yawnc at Alteration, 

%&miL I do befeech yon 
That 1 may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord 

Oth I had forgot thee * oh come in ^£mUi^ " 
Soft, byandhyJetmetheCurtaine* draw. 
Where art thou? What's (he matter yvith thee novw > 
Enter ±&mHi4* 

v£mtt Oh my good Lord, yonder* fade U\mbm 
done. 

Oth. What? now? , 

n/£mil* But now, my Lord. 

Oth J t is the very error of the Moone, 
She cornea more neercr Earth then flbe was wont 
And makes men mad. 

tdzmtL C 4 jf 9 > m Y Lordjhath kill'd 
A young Venetian, call'd Rtdorfgo* 

Oth. Efdorigo killed i and Cafia kill'd? 

isEmil No, Caffo is not kill'd, 

Oth* Nm C^<7kil] 1 iJ?ThrnMur£her , i otitofriinc, 
And fwect Reuengf growcsharfii* 

Def OtaHely^falfely murder*d- 

*s£mil* Alas! what cry i s that f 

Oth. That? What ? 
- ts£mit r Out and alas, that was my Ladiei voice, 
Helpe,helpe hoa, helpe. Oh La die fpeake again% 
SwtttBefiimmai oh fweet Mjflris, fpeake* 

Def, A gutitleffe death t I dye. 

*j£mil Oh who hath done thii deed ? 

Def Nobody:Imyfeife t farewell: 
Commend me to my kinde Lord ; oh farewell, 

Oth Why A howlliould(hebeniurdred? 

t^£mil. Ahs : who knowes i 

Oth You heire her fay her felfe, it was not L 

tis£jki!* She faid fo : I muft needs report the truth* 

Oth She's like a Liar gone to burning hell, 
Twas I that kill'd her. 

^SmiL Oh the more An gell flie^ and you the black. 
erDiuelLi 

Oth She tunVd to folly : and fhe was a whore. 

v£miL Thou do'ft beiy hcr^and thoy art A diuelL 

Oth, She was falfc at water* 

*j£miL Thou art rafti ai fire, to fay 
That fhe was faife. Oh fhe was heauenly true, 

Oth. Coffin did top her : Ask thy husband elfe. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in helh 
But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity B Thy Husband knew it all. 


, r . ^. w.x ^ 
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I he d%foore $f Venice. 
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tfimil. My Husband ? » W 
Oth Thy Husbartti ' : 
oSmU That flic wa^ falfe ro'Wedldcke ? 
Oth h With Caffio : had (ht bin true, 
Jf He^tien Would make rrie hich another worh^ 
Of one entyre and perfe& Chryfolite^ 
l»ld not haue fold her for it. 
u£m\U My Husband? 
Oth I, ? t was lie 'clasc told tiie : onhcr fir ft c 
^ n honeft man heiSj and hotes the flime 
jhat ftickes-on filthy deeds. 
isZrmL MyHu-sband? 
Oth What needs this itterance. Woman? 
1 fay, thy Husband. 

e^EiwiV. Oh Miftris, 
Villany hach made moekes wkh louc 
My Husband fay fhe was falfe? 

Oth itt y Woman ; 
I fay thy Husband rDo'ft vndrrftand the word ? 
My Friend, thy Husband 5 honeft,bonefl:/^. 

v£miL if he fay fo, may his pernicious Soujc 
Rot halfc a graine a day : he lyes co^th'hearc, 
She was too fondofhermoft filthy Bargained 
Oth Hah? 
t/£mil Dpthywotft: 
This deede of chine is no more worthy Heauen, 
Then thou was't wocthy her. 
Oth. Peace, you were befV 

v£md*lhov hafl not halfc that powre to do me harm, 
A3 1 haue to be hurt. Oh Gull ,oh dole, 
As ignorant as durt: thou haft done a deed 
(f care nm for thy Sword) He make thee known, 

I Though I loft twenty hue*. Helpe.helpejioa, helpe ! 

I The Moore hath kilN my Miftris. Munher,murther. 

Enter Mmunofirgtmm^ mi Ugo. 

Mm* What is the matter? How now General! ? 
*j£miL Oh,ate you comc/^; you haue done well, 
That men muft lay their Marchers on your necke, 
Gra* Whatis rhe matter? 

is&mti, Difprouc this Vil!ame,ifthou bee'ft a man : > 
Hefayes^thou told'fthim that his wife was falfe: 
I know thou did'flnot ithou'rt not fuch a Villain. 
Sprake, for my heart it full, 

Iag9* I told him what I thought, 
And told no more 

Then what he found himfelfc was apt f iand true* 

%4EmiL But did you eucr tell hiir^ 
She was falfc? 

Irtgo* I did. 

t/£m?L You told a Lye^an odious damned Lye ; 
Vpon my Soule, a Lye ; a wicked Lye. 
Shcc fal fe with Caffi* ? 
Did you fay with Cafw} 

!*g*< WithC^Miftris? 
Go too, charme your tongue. 

EmiL I will not char me my Tongue ; 
I am bound tofpeaike^ 
My Miflris heere lyes mutthercd in her bed # 

jiB, OhHeaueas/orcfend* 

EmiL And your reports haue fet th e Murder on. 

OthtlU. Nay .flare not Mafiers, 
Itistnacindeecle. 

Gra. ^isafiVa'ngeTruth. 

tMoxt. Omonflrous A<Sle* 


EmtL Villaoy, villanyj 
I thinke vpon'tj I thinkc : I fmel't : O Villany 
I thought fo then ; He kill my felfc for giecfe, 

0 villany ! viilany ! 

Ugo. What, are you mad? 

1 charge you gee you home. 

EmtU Good Gentlemen, let me haue leane to fpeake: 
*Tis proper 1 obey him ; but nor now ; 
Perchance lago, 1 will ne're go home. 

Oth Oh t oh,oh. 

fmil m Na}", lay thee downc } and roarc ; 
For thou haft kill'd the fwecteft innocent, 
That ere did lift vp eye. 

Oth. Oh flic was fo wle ! 
I fcarfedid know yon Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands haue newly ftopp'd: 
1 know this a£tc flicwes hornble and "rim. 

Gra. PoGitt Defdemw 
I am glad thy Father's dead, 
Thy Match was mortall to him rand pure greefe 
Shore his old thrcd in t waine. Did he liae now, 
This fight would make him do a dc'perate turne : 
Yea, cm fe his better Angell from his fide. 
And fall to Rcprobance. 

Oth s Tis pittifuh ; but yet I Ago knowes 
That file with Caffio l hath the A6tof ffiamc* 
A thoufand times committed. Caffio con ft fl ic f 
And file did gratific his amorous workes 
With that Recognizance r.nd pkdge of Loue 
Which Ifirftgauc her : I faw it in his hand : 
It was a Handkerchicfe,an Antique Token 
-My Father gaue my Mother. 

Ernih Oh Heauen ! oh heauenly Powm" ! 

lags* Come, hold yourpeacc. i 

Emth Twill ouc/twill out. I peace? 
No J will fpeake as-Iibcrall as the North ; 
Let Heauen ,and MenjandDiuelsJet them all, 
AlI>alljCricfhameagainft nae^yetllc fpeake. 
Be wifejaud get you home, 

EmiU I will nor. 

Gra. Fyej your Sword vpon a Woman* 

EmiL Oh thou dull Moore, 
Thai Handkerchiefethdlj fpcak*ft of 
I found by Fortune, and did giue my Husband s 
For often , with a Iblemne eameflnelTc, 
(More then indeed belonged to fuch a Trifle) 
He begg'd of nie^ to ftealc't. 

Iag#. Villanous Whore. 
> ErntL She gi te it No f alas I found i t P 
And I did giit'tmy Husband. 

fAgtt* f ihh, thou lyeft. 

EmiL By Heaueo I do not, I do not Gentlemen % 
Oh rnurd't'ous Coxcotnbe t what fhould fuch a Foolc 1 
Do withfo good a wife? 

Oth Are there no ftones in Heauen, 
But what ferue* for the Thunder? 
Precious Villain e. 

Gra. The woman falles: 
Sure hehathkilfd his Wife. 

EmiL 1,1 : oh lay me by my Miftris fide, 

Gra. Hce's gone, but his wife's kill'd* 

Mm. Tis a notorious Villain* take you this weapon 
Which I haue rec&ucr*d from the Moore % 
Come guard the doore without, let hipnocpafie^ 
But kill him rather. He after that fame vtlUine, 
For 'tis a damned Sialic* Exit. 

Qtkt. 



